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FOR EMPEROR: 
THEODORE ROOSEVELT, or NEw York. 


FOR PRINCE IMPERIAL: 
CHARLES WARREN FAIRBANKS, oF INDIANA. 


FOR PRESIDENT: 
ALTON BROOKS PARKER, oF NEw York. 


FOR VICE-PRESIDENT: 
HENRY GASSAWAY DAVIS, oF WEST VIRGINIA. 
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ow THAT Mr. PARKER has spoken, and the imperious voice 
from the ‘Theodhof at Oyster Bay has also been heard there 
can no longer rest in the mind of any reasonable citizen a 
doubt as to what man it is who best can fill the 
exalted office of Emperor in the new American 
Empire soon to be established. The fingers of 
fate, logic and destiny, alike point to Theodore 
Roosevelt as the one person above all others who 
is fitted by temperament, experience, and per- 
sonal inclinations for the Mighty Seat. Physi- 
cally impressive, intellectually dominating, im- 
pulsive, lofty in character, able and ambitious, 
impatient of restraint, accustomed to do things 
first and to. reflect upon them afterwards, intol- 
erant of opposition, yet ever seeking it, making 
it when not found, academically interested in 
constitutional methods, but lenient in his attitude 
toward constitutional provisions, a soldier from the 
crown of his head to the tips of his toes, handling the big stick with 
the grace and ease of a Drum Major on parade, not averse to pomp, 
anxious to be loved by his subjects, mindful of the business of all men, 
even of his own,—what more admirably imperial figure has this 
country ever produced than that which now stands before the people 
of this Republic in the full glare of the lime light in the person of 
Theodore Roosevelt ? 
*” rg * 
W: HAVE said that there can be no doubt in the mind of a rea- 
sonable citizen of this Republic that here is the man for the 
High Seat of Empire, and we think we speak by the card. Even 
he’ solemnly realizes it, is impressed by an awful sense of the 
supreme power he is to wield, once the people have formally 
-acclaimed him. Is not the essence of his most recent utterance a 
. noble acquiesence in his destiny? ‘What shall you do, Oh Theo- 
~ dore,” the public ask, and his reply is, “It is done. Look upon the 
record and ask me no more.” Does he make promises as would 
your ordinary man, or answer questions, such as mere Candidates for 
the Presidency once were glad or at least willing to answer? Not he. 
‘A backward wave of his masterful hand is all his promise for the 
future. A haughty thumb-point athwart the shoulder intimates his 
valiant contempt for his political enemies who number nearly one-half 
of his subjects that are to be. ‘What is their policy to Ours —to the 
policy of Us, who can do no wrong?” he asks, and with a wave of 
the big stick which is but a promise of treatment for se majesté if 
any one shall dare to answer, he punctuates his question, although 








it was put to an admiring group of gentlemen who had called only 
to assure him that they had formally registered his will, and who 
would as soon have jumped into the neighboring waters as 
talk back. He endorsed himself promptly and courage- 
ously. He proclaimed in true imperial style, and 
defended naught. He took it for granted that the 
expenditure during his term of office of $21 1,000,000 
more than his predecessor had spent needed no | 
explanation. Only a steward explains. A master 
is not required to palliate or excuse. Retrench- 
ment, the ancient slogan of all parties seeking the | 
suffrage of the people, is as irrevocably a thing of 
the past as the silver heresy for all the attention it 
received in the Theodhof address and naturally so, 
since it was only of the people’s business that the 
Master spoke. The treasury is the spoil of the 
King not of his subjects, and whether its contents 
are overspent or conserved, whether it goes to enrich the Old Guard 
on the eve of battle by proclamation, or is spent in gilding the water . 
pipes of the Palace on the Potomac, is the concern of him alone who 
holds the key in the pocket of his toga. 

ok 


* * 

pomtas AN EMPEROR should be the embodiment of the soul of 

the Nation over which he reigns, and unswervingly again the 

finger of logic points to Theodore Roosevelt and says “ Zcce 

Homo!” He himself hath said that the Republican Party are the 

people. He himself is known to be the Republican Party. Ergo, 
he zs the people. Vox populi, Vox Roosevelt! 


* 
* * 


‘€ e CHOICE of Mr. Fairbanks for Prince Imperial is more or less 
the choice of Hobson, who will be remembered as the gentle- 
man who could n’t help being kissed. Mr. Fairbanks is not 
the person we should have selected for a position requiring 
the incumbent to clothe himself in imperial splendor. 
We cannot imagine the gentleman from Indiana in 
Court Dress, and wearing a sword at his side, or a 
coronet upon his brow, but we accept him never- 
theless because he registers the will of the candidate 
for Emperor. We concede that it is the right of the 
Emperor to choose his own understudy, and it is 
unfortunate from the point of view of a dynasty 
that none of Mr. Roosevelt’s sons is as yet old 
enough to succeed to the throne. Mr. Fairbanks 
will do as well as another, all things considered, for 
the job of heir presumptive even thcugh as a man 
on horseback he has his limitations, and as a handler 
of the big stick will need much practise before he will be able to do 
the thing with grace and aplomb. By the time that Theodore the 
Second is ready, by reason of age, to step into his father’s shoes it is 
quite likely that Mr. Fairbanks will have grown tired of waiting and 
will resign in the boy’s favor, so that we need have little apprehension 
on that score. On behalf of Theodore the Second let us say that he 
is showing marvellous aptitude in the gentle art of Keeping In the 
Public Eye, which is a prerequisite of success in an ultimate Prince 
Imperial. He is not his father’s son for nothing. 


* 
* * 


aerate not to be precipitate in the matter, that the whole 
detailed scheme of the approaching Empire may be formu- 
lated before it is definitely launched upon the world, let us wait four 
years before its inauguration, and on March 4th, next, start in on our 
last four years of Constitutional Government with Alton Brooks 
Parker at the helm, and Henry Gassaway Davis as first mate. ‘There 
are ample reasons for this, chief among which is that the Emperor to 
be should be kept free from the petty annoyances of this finis period 
of the Republic in order that he may give his sole undivided atten. 
tion to the construction of the new establishment. ‘To that end and 
for this reason if for no others let us ask Alton Brooks Parker to 
take care of our interests until the moment of the Republic’s dis- 
solution. If the Constitution is to die, arguing along the lines 
adopted by the Republican Party, and by the Emperor to be him- 
self as well, with respect to the tariff, let its eyes be 
closed by those who are friendly to its principles. 
With Mr. Roosevelt definitely settled upon as our 
first Chief of Empire—when we get it—and 
Judge Parker as the President of the Republic 
there is no reason in the world why the four 
years ensuing upon March 4th, 1905, should not 
be prosperous and happy ones for the United 
States of America. 





* 
* * 


A‘ HEIR has been born to the Russian 
throne. Poor little Chapski! 
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Z love to close mine eyes in sleep 
And pass the days in slumber deep, 





The while my facile pen is slipt 
O'er page on page of manuscript, 
Until the bell at even rings 

To summon me to active things, 
And then, when fully, wide awake, 
e The pages at my side to take, 

To scan them o'er with eager care 
And find a new Libretto there!” 


‘*Do you mean to say,” cried Alice in blank amazement, 
se ‘‘that comic opera books are written by people who are 
Ly» asleep ?”’ 


‘*Most of ’em,” replied the Manager. ‘‘That is to say 
That ’s why the 


plots of most of ’em are so delightfully incoherent. 


' they are laid out by our corps of sleepers. 
LEVER ie 


I guess you 








know how it is yourself when you are asleep. 





—— 


You dream you are 





IX. 
THE COMIC OPERA MILL. 


HE Comic OPERA Mill at Lyrichurst-by-the-Sea was one 

of the most interesting places that Alice had ever visited. 
The force of workers who were employed in running the 
looms by which the librettos were woven, and the hands 
who were diligently employed in stamping out the jokes and 
lyrics were a surprisingly intelligent looking lot of people 
considering their occupation and as the Scarecrow said, seemed 










capable really of turning their talents to some useful account. 
‘It’s funny,”’ he said with puzzled shake of his head, ‘‘that such 
bright, alert, apparently well educated people should not get further 

along in life than these poor devils who work day in and day out all 

the year round turning out librettos.”’ 
‘‘Oh, well,” said the Lion, ‘‘you know what it is to get into a rut, old 

There ’s good pay in this work, and nothing to think about or worry 
over. When one of these mill hands has done his daily stunt of lyrics and the 
whistle blows, he drops his tools and goes off for the day fancy free, with noth- 
ing at all to bother his head until to-morrow when he has to get back to work 
again. It is an ideal life and next to a sinecure its the easiest job that’s been 
invented.” 

The Manager of the Comic Opera Mill was a grim appearing gentleman 
who never smiled, but was quite affable to the visitors in spite of the fact. 

‘* You will excuse me if I do not greet you 
with a smile,” he observed to Alice after the 
young lady had been introduced to him by 
Pinky. ‘‘It would never do for one en- 
gaged in the Comic Opera business to 
betray anything in the nature of mirth 
during business hours. We might for- 
get and laugh out loud at some of the 
things our hands turn out and they ’d 
immediately strike for higher wages. I 
am sincerely glad to welcome you to 
Lyrichurst-by-the-Sea and just because I 
seem to be frowning all the time you need not 
think otherwise. It is my way of showing my pleasure. 
works, I presume ?” 

‘‘Ves,’’ said Alice. 
am told that yours is one of the most profitable.” 

‘‘Considering the amount of brain work involved it is,”’ said the Mana- 
‘‘Come with me and I ’ll give you an example.” 

He led Alice out of the door down to the beach where there was a row of 

individuals stretched out upon the sand asleep. 

‘‘They are composing,’ said the Manager. 

‘‘Composing ?” cried Alice. 

“Yes,” said the Manager. ‘‘You see each one of them has a pad and 
pencil attached to his belt. They go to sleep out here every day and while 
they sleep they work with the pads. Number six is talking in his sleep. If 
you will listen you may get some idea of how he works.” 

Alice leaned forward and listened eagerly, as number six droned out the 


man. 





You wish to see the 


‘*T’m quite interested in American Industries and I 


ger. 


following: e 


1 love to sit by the sounding sea 

And let chance thoughts drift in to me, 
The which I take and turn and twist 
Into a melody of tryst; 

Into a coon-song full of snap, 

Or Chorus filled with dash and slap; 
Into a dance with lines that tell 

What fancy 'tis that casts the spell 
Upon the feet that flash and flare 

Up in the lime-light’s giddy giare. 


Unto a sixth or seventh act, 

That till the final curtain falls 

Nor those of bench, nor those of stalis, 
E’er realize that all its wit 

When footed up amounts to Nit. 


I love to take an ancient joke 

Out of the Ages’ murk and smoke. 
And dress it up with such a touch 
That folks forget it is n't much; 
To pad it out with such rare tact, 


walking along on solid ground with a magnificent suit of clothes on, 

when all of a sudden for no reason at all you find yourself flying up in the 

air clapping your heels together and turning flip-flops in every direction with 
only a smile and a parasol to your back? Well that ’s the way the modern 
Choose a subject and then get away from it as quick 
A safe rule is: Don’t be Logical. 


Comic Opera has to be. 
as you can. I knew a man once who wrote 
a comic opera that was logical and it did n’t even run one consecutive 
night in Boston, and when the author died some years later instead of 
passing his error over in kindly silence the jackals who write 
obituaries for the newspapers called him the American Gilbert. 
That ’s a nice way to treat a dead man.” 

‘Poor chap!” said Alice. ‘‘The newspapers say 
some mighty mean things about people sometimes.” 

‘*Yes they do,’”’ said the Manager. ‘‘It’s good ad- 
vertising for them if they ’re alive, but when they ’re dead 
I don’t see what good it does anybody. Now come up 
to our Bamboozle Department and I ’ll show you some of our next winter's 
Under the Bamboo Tree Work.” 

The party returned to the Mill and were shortly ushered into the Bam- 
boozle Department. Alice was immediately presented to the foreman who 
summoned two or three of the hands to read what they had prepared. 

‘*Here is one called ‘Under the Flim-Flam Tree,’”’ said the first work- 
man to reply. ‘‘It is a pathetic little trifle, and is intended to be sung by a 
gentleman with a soft tenor voice, dressed in a Naval Uniform, standing in the 
moonlight under a flim-flam tree filled with monkies banging cocoanuts 
He is a prisoner and his hands are manacled behind his back. Of 


course it is a story of disappointed love.” 


together. 


And then he read as follows: 


Way down in old Brazil 
Where days ave never chill 
1 met a maid. 
Ah, what a nut-brown cheek! 
Ah, what an eye to pique! 
Ah, what a dulcet squeak 
Her voice betrayed! 
“Tll be your lovey-dove! 
I’ be your dovey-dove! 
I'll be your own Zu-Zu,"’ she sang to me, 
‘Tf you will only come 
Tum-ti-ta-raddy-tum, 
Oh, sweetheart come to me 
Under the Flim- 
Flam-Tree-ee, 


“I'd have you meet my Pa, 
Also my little Ma, 
And brother Sim. 
My Uncle Jocko too, 
And little cousin Moo, 
And dear Aunt Boola-boo, 
And cousin Bim — 
They ave my lovey-doves, 
They are my relatuves. 
They are the Zu-Zus of my familee. 
So dearest come, come, come, 
Ta-diddle-dumpty-um, 
And meet my familee 
Under the Flim- 
Flam Tree-ee. 


So to the wood I hied 
With this my future bride, 
To meet her Pa, 
To meet her Brother Sim, 
And her dear cousin Bim, 
And sweet Aunt Boola —trim, 
Likewise her Ma. 
Woe! for my lovey-doves 
Much cherished family loves! 
Each of the Zu-Zus was a chimpanzee. 
So with a cry I fled, 
Straight through the wood I sped, 
Leaving that familee 
Under the Flim- 
Flam Tree-ee. 


’ 


‘‘Rotten,” said the Manager, with a frown. 
‘‘Thank you,’ 
could.” 


‘*That ’s all right, Mike, but you ’ll have to do worse than that before 


’ 


replied the workman, gratefully. ‘‘I made it as bad as J 


we increase your wages. Henderson, what have you done this morning ?”’ 
said the Manager. 

‘*Laid out a-half a dozen new Bamboozles for the hands to work on,” 
returned Henderson. ‘‘ These are the titles: 
Down by the Google-Eved Bush. 
in Far-off Fuzzy Wuzz Land. 
The Monkey with the Tailor-Made Tail. 
She Gave My Heart a Monkey Wrench, 
On the Golden Shores of the Gassaway, 
Gorilla-Goo the Gloo Gloo Giri.” 
















‘‘Humph!” sneered the Manager. ‘‘They sound empty enough. How 
are you getting along on British fakes? I told you to get up some songs 
modeled on ‘Algy ’s Awf’ly Good at Algebra.’ ”’ 

“‘Yes sir,” replied Henderson. ‘‘But the foreman put Stiggins on that 
job so that { could get the Bamboozles.ready for the finishers.” 

‘*Send Stiggins to me,” said the Manager. 

‘*Yes, sir,’’ said Henderson, meekly. 

In a moment Stiggins appeared. 

‘* How are the Algies getting along, Stiggins ?”’ 

‘*We have seven hundred and fifty cases ready to ship, sir, and I’ve just 
’ said Stiggins. ‘‘ Here are the titles: 


laid out six more,’ 


Mattie’s Awf'ly Strong in Mathematics. 

Jennie’s way, way up in Geneaology. 

Peter Put his Plunks in Pure Petroleum. 

Katy’s Getling Up a Syndicate, 

Lucid Lucy’s Lecturing on Lucinacea. 

When Tom played on the Tom-Tom and Claire the Clart- 
net—" 


‘‘That last ought to suit the summer season pretty 
well. It’s too inane for anything,” said the Manager. 
‘* Have you any idea how it will go on?” 

“ Well — yes —in a general way,”’ said Stiggins. ‘‘ Sorter like this: 





When Tom plays on the Tom-Tom, and Claire the Clarinet, 
And Peter picks the Piccolo and pipes the latest yet, 

When Hobart plays the Oboe, and Lulu plays the Lute, 
When Cornelius plays the Cornet, and Tootsie toots the flute, 
When Bessie plays the big bassoon, and Vi the Violin, 

All say the music beats the band and call the Engines in; 
And when the hose has played a while and everything ts wet 
We go and have an orgie on our brand-new orgienette. 


‘*Of course,” Stiggins added, apologetically, ‘‘that ’s only the first draft of 
the thing. After we ’ve worked over it a little we can make it a good deal 
Seems to me if we can get Eddie Foy or Sam Bernard to sing it it 
ought to make a hit.” 

“A hit? 
Scarecrow, 
perspired moments.” 

‘That will do, Stiggins,”’ said the Manager. ‘‘ You can go back to work 
again. Ill raise your pay a dollar a week. A man who can do as badly as 
you can extemporaneously ought to be encouraged. And now, Miss Alice, 
come down to our Opening Chorus room. Here ’s some cotton for your ears 
which I advise you to use as a mere matter of safety. Opening Choruses are 
apt to be pretty loud and thunderous. First we ’ll try one of our patent pas- 
toral opera choruses. Come right in here.” 

The Manager led Alice into a large hall where she discovered a motley 
group of butchers, bakers and candlestick makers, accompanied by their 
daughters dressed up as dairy maids, who were engaged in composing the 
following lovely lyric: 


worse, 


Gee! I should think it would bring about a strike,” said the 
‘‘T could n’t do worse myself—no sir, not in one of my most 


Oh, we are the villagers bright and gay 
Who sing and dance the livelong day. 
With a ring-ling-ting 
We dance and sing 
And drive dull care away. 
We're Tess and Bess and gay Nanette 
And Flo and Joe and fair Babette; 
We whisk and frisk with a ring-ting-ting 
And do not worry ‘bout any old thing, 
From debt to etiquette. 
So come. So come 
With fife and drum 
And join in our careless rum-ti-tum; 
With glance and grin 
We'll take you in 
And drive dull care away, 
Away, 
Away, 
And drive dull care away. 





“How’s that ?”’ asked the Manager. ‘‘Commonplace enough?” 

‘*Absolutely so,” said Alice. ‘‘I don’t see why it is necessary to write 
such things.” 

‘That ’s the whole plan — we don’t write ’em anymore,”’ said the Manager. 
‘*We just hire that Chorus and turn ’em loose in the hall and let °em dance and 
sing with a ring-ting-ting, as they have it, all day long. Being a trained Chorus 
—not one of those girls has served less than twenty-eight years on the stage — 
they ’ve got the business down pat, and by the use of a phonographic recorder 


PUCK 





we register all that they do. That little Chorus you just heard will be removed 
from the cylinder to-night and to-morrow will be pasted in its appropriate place 
in the first libretto that is started. Now we ’ll go down to the ‘In Us You 
See’ Room.” 

The party passed into another room, where Alice perceived very much the, 
same sort of thing going on, only here there were a half-dozen groups of 
singers, some dressed in Hawaiian costume, others as Filipino’s, others were 
arrayed as Japs, Thibetans, and what not. 

‘Just listen,” said the Manager, ‘‘and you 'll get the idea. Tune up, 
Thibet.”’ : 

The Thibetans immediately began to sing: 


In us you see 
The Thibetee, 
We come from distant Lhassa. 
When trav'lers come 
With sounding drum 
Into our country far, sir, 
We make them rue 
With the tattoo 
Their venturesome bravado; 
With bamboo poles 
Convert their soles 
With this our bastinado: 
Rat-tat — Rat-tat— right upon the heet. 
Rat-tat— Rat-tat— tell us how you feel. 
When you’re leaving Lhassa 
Take the Trolley Car, sir, 
For the walking ’s very bad in old Thibet. 


‘«Very interesting,’’ said Alice. ‘‘And how about the Japs?” 
‘*Tune up there, Tokasaka!” cried the Manager. 
Whereupon the Japanese Chorus began : 


dn us you see 
The Japanee, 
We come from Yokohama. 
And when we fight 
We fight all night 
In Khaki and pajama. 
When Hostile ships 
Draw nigh our slips 
You hear a loud concussion, 
And far and wide 
Through Heavens ride 
The War Ships of the Russian. 
Jap-Jap, Jap-Jap, careful of your lines. 
Rup-rap, rap-rap, bursting are the mines. 
Gee, that was a crusher! 
Up goes Mr. Russia — 
Oh, the sailing’s very bad in old Jap-pan. 





‘You will observe,” said the Manager, as the Japs finished, ‘‘that these 
choruses are all built upon the same model. It is one of the best and for ten 
years has enjoyed a popularity which is unrivaled in the annals of crime. 
Would you care to hear any more? Our Bostonians are rather good. Emer- 
son, tune up.” 

In response to the command a chorus of longhaired Professors, accom- 
panied by an equal number of be-spectacled school-marms, began to sing: 


dn us you see 
The Bostonee, 
We feed on beans and culture. 
The English tongue 
By us is strung 
As high as soars the vulture. 
Our manners are 
Way over par 
In suburb or in town-bred, 
And when we feast 
Down in the East 
We've Emerson and brown bread. 
Tap-tap, Tap-tap, see our bulging brows. 
Rap-rap, Rap-rap, ail the law allows. 
Tf you doat on letters 
Come and join your betters— 
You will find the English good in Boston-town. 


‘That ’s the best of the lot,” said Alice. ‘‘ Boston ought to make a very 
good comic opera.” 

‘*True,”’ said the Manager. ‘‘ Properly handled I think it would for there’ s 
no question about it that even as it stands Boston is both musical and exces- 
sively amusing. And now, Miss Alice, there remains only the Topical Song 
Department. If you will kindly step this way I will show you through our 
Interpolation Works.” 








the ordinary view, the speculative market makes the figure of a corner 





twith a side adjacent called the right side, and @ side opposite called the 


twrong side. 
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THE HEIGHT OF THE BATHING SEASON. 


SCHOLASTIC. HER RIGHT. 
oe our son is to go away to school soon. His father will go “ bbe chief requisites in a case of this kind,” said the fair plaintiff 
next week to take the entrance examinations.” in a suit for divorce, “ are—” 
“ His father ?” Of course, being a woman, she was privileged to select her own 
“Yes; the school is a very select school, you know, and no view-point. 
boy is admitted unless his father is worth at least fifteen millions.” “life, liberty and the pursuit of evidence.” 


man never gets so poor that he does n't care to keep up appearances, nor 
so rich that he does n't care to keep down expenses. 











AN HISTORICAL NOVEL. 
Not new, but shorter. 


CuHapP. 1.—From Gascony I reach Paree, 
Athirst for swording jamboree. 





CuHap. 2.—Adventure 1. I free a maid 
From peril, with my Gasconnade. 


CHAP. 3.—I reach the 7th Heaven of bliss, 
Allowed 1 lily hand to kiss. 


CuHap. 4.—Abducted She by Comte le Gros, 
Off in pursuit of both I go. 

Lh Cuap. 5.—In lonely inn a plot is laid 

To wed the monster and the maid. 


Cuap. 6.—In nick of time I come —I see — 
I slay of villains 33. 


Cuap. 7.— Love crossed again! She loves me — but — 
Has vow’d a vow to marry not. 


Cuap. 8.— For Her, a novice — convent waits. 
Perplex’d am I —in direst straits. 





CHAP. 9.— But tho’ adverse to wedlock’s bands, 
Permits me once to kiss 2 hands. 



















































CHAP. 10.—-Once more she’s wrested from my side 
Mysteriously. Abroad I ride. 
CHAP. 11.—I wander there, and back to here, IN THE PADDOCK. 
Now hot with hope, now cold with fear. 
: : FRIEND.—Why do you call your new horse ‘‘ War Correspondent ?” 
Cuap. 12.—In frowning donjon, next the sky, OWNER.—Well, he’s deuced expensive and never at the front. 
Immur’d, at length she meets my eye. 
CHAP. 13.—I slay the warden at the door. , 
Possess the keys. With Her once more. INFERENCE. 
CHAP. 14.— My doughty deeds, my Gascon wit An ignorant king, near Lake Tchad, 
At length her maiden heart have hit. Could n’t count all the wives that he had. 
Cuap. 15.—I reach the climax of my bliss. He could only infer 
She says not nay! Her /ifs I kiss. How many there were, 
a on From his being so constantly sad. 
JAPANICITY. ACHIEVEMENT. 
Ea beieih is a “H™ ?” aston- 
new term. ishedly, pride- 
Japanicity de- fully and ungram- 
scribes a phase of matically ejacu- 
the justly cele- lated the, rd 
brated simple life; of the tavern at 
the other phases South intum, 
being rusticity and Conn. “Ye ain’t 


publicity. 

At bottom jap- 
anicity consists in 
looking like 30 
cents, but 30 cents 
being a much 
larger sum in the 
Orient than with 
us, the term has 
become more and 
more relative until 
now a kimona 
may easily cost as 
much as $50. 

Many of us are 
really too large to go 
in for japanicity much. 

However, we are not 
to despise the day of 
small things, which after 
all do very well if we 
are careful not to sit on 
them with our whole weight. 












PERFIDY. 


SHE.— Jack played an awfully heartless trick on Flossie. 

HE — How’s that ? 

SHE.— Why, they were engaged, you know, and last night, 
at the da/ masque, Jack made up so that Flossie didn’t know 
him. 


wu a man has greatness 
thrust upon him, he has 


mighty little inclination to dodge. He proposed and was accepted again! 


: rT ts hard, sometimes, to have patience with people who have lost 


heard of him? 
Why, — suzz! — 
that’s Austin 
Bradd, the most. 
extravagant man 
in the hull state of 
Connecticut! Ac- 
tually and truly, 
he lit a cigar with 
a bran-new dollar- 
bill! They ar- 
rested him for it; 
thought he was 
crazy —but they 
found out after a 
spell that he was 
doin’ it just for 
notoriety. He got 
it, too, for there 


ain’t anything that 

will 

famous here quicker than 
bein’ a spendthrift!” 


make a man 


7 better front we put up, 
the more people want to 
know what is behind it. 


theirs. 











1V.—WEST VIRGINIA. 


"Tuas WERE no two ways about it. I was lost; lost in the West Virginian 

Woods. My friend, the dynamite salesman (side line, cough drops) had 
left me an hour before and gone with his case of samples to a neighboring mine. 
The next town, he had told me, I could not miss, and yet despite his parting 
assurance, I was tolerably certain that I had passed or overlooked it somehow. 

‘Aha!’ quoth I to myself, coming suddenly upon a clearing. ‘‘ Here 
are unmistakable signs of human life; a cabin and sweater on the window sill. 
Now, if the pioneer be only at home, I shall ask for, and I doubt not, receive 
a much needed lesson in local geography.” 

I knocked, accordingly, upon the old oaken door and although to my rap, 
there was no response, I could tell at once that the hut was inhabited by the 
quaint burst of melody that came from within. It was a man’s voice, accom- 
panied by naught save a metalic click-clanking, and the words of his song were 
these: 


I’m braking to-night on the B. and O., 
On the top of a local freight; 
There ’s a hardness in my hand, 

But my heart will ever glow, 

While there ’s music in the brake- 
shoes’ grate. 


Braking to-night, 
Braking to-night, 
Braking on the old B. and O. 
I’m as tough at eighty-one 
As I was when I begun 
My braking on the B. and O. 





With the last line of the song, there came a tremendous clanking, clicking 
and grinding. 

‘*Can it be,” thought I, ‘‘that this is a moon shine still,” and half unde- 
cidedly I knocked again. 


‘*Down brakes!” roared the voice inside. ‘‘ Down brakes without, and 


come in." 

There being a latch to the door, I lifted it and entered. 
man, in homespun clothes, was the sole occupant of the room, 
and beside him, where one might expect a fire-place and mantel, 
I beheld to my amazement the end of an ancient flat-car, with 
brake and coupling complete. 

‘*Hah!” cried the white-bearded one. 
man of a delegation, I presume.” 

‘*Excuse me,”’ said I, ‘‘but the fact is —”’ 

‘‘How’d you find this place, anyway ?”’ he inquired. 
‘*Did Son-in-law Steve tell you? I ’d know, though, as 
it makes any difference. My old chum— Dan Webster, 
that is—he used to receive company in a hay field, and 
I reckon if Dan could be that informal, there won’t be 
frills now-on H. Gassaway Davis. Whoever you are, 
young man, I’m right glad to see you. Take a chair.” 

For a moment, I was: far too flustered to respond. 
chartless wanderer, face to face with the Democratic candidate for Vice-Presi- 
dent, and mistaken by him for something that I was n’t. 

‘*Take a seat,’ he repeated, ‘‘and pardon me while I finish: my after- 


A white-bearded 


‘« The chair- 


There I stood, a 


noon’s work.” 

Nimbly jumping on the platform, he swung the solitary brake with boyish 
enthusiasm; setting, easing and resetting it against the stationery wheels be- 
neath. 

‘* Heard about my rugged health, have n’t you?” he panted, still swinging. 

‘*Often,’’ I said politely. ‘‘It’s remarkable.” 

‘*Remarkable!” he ejaculated. ‘Well, I guess it is. 
health in West Virginia, by long odds. Know how I got it?” 

I murmured something flippant about prehistoric health food, but appar- 
ently he did not hear me. 

‘« Braking,” he continued, ‘‘ Braking on the B. and O. Know how I ’ve 
kept it for the last thirty years? Braking; braking twice a day right here 
on this platform whenever I ’m at home. And when I get old, which 
I will some day—we all do in time, you know—this is how I ’ll keep it 
then.” 

Again did he fling himself at the iron wheel, twisting and yanking it, 


It ’s the best 





until suddenly he stopped. He had turned his attention to the cabin window 
and was gazing out of it with all hiseyes. Naturally, I turned too, and doing so, 
beheld in the clearing outside, a thick set, stocky man, with a smooth, round 
face. Walking slowly with lowered head, he was checking off something on 
his- fingers. 

“‘Tt’s Son-in-law Steve,’ 


’ 


said the brakeman-candidate, in a whisper, not to 
me, but to himself. 

Tiptoeing out the door, he approached as silently the pre-occupied man. 
I tiptoed, too, it was all so mysterious, and had just dodged behind a con 
venient tree when with a preliminary wail of anguish, the thickset dreamer 
beat his hands and chanted : 


Eenie, meenie, minie, mo, 

What ’s the answer — Yes or no? 
Ought I vote for Theodore ? 

Or cast my slip for Pop-in-law ? 
Pop-in-law ’s a Democrat ; 

Hence, I’m not for Aim, that’s flat. 
But, though Democratic, he 

Has always been a Pa to me. 

How I'd hate to hear him say: 
‘*Steve, you knifed your Gassaway.”’ 
Hence, I’m where I was before: 
Pop-in-law: or Theodore. 

Eenie, meenie, minie, mo, 

Why does fate pursue me so? 





‘*Steve!’’ cried my companion of the cabin. 

‘*Pop-in-law!” the other responded, but blankly. 

“If I’d ha’ known, Steve,” said the old-man, ‘‘that it would affect you 
this way, I ’d never gone and taken it, my boy. Honest, I wouldn't. I'd 
ha’ waited till I was older. Ain’t there anything I can— 

‘* Leave me, Pop-in-law. You have killed my peace of mind.” 

‘*Don't say that, Stevie, boy; pTease don’t. I'll do 
I ‘ll name another town after you; Elkinshurst or Stephencrest.”’ 


“It’s all off, Pop-in-law. 


’ 


” 


Come, anything. 


Eenie, meenie, minie, mo. What’s 
the answer, yes or—’ 
‘*Steve, I ‘ll drop my name from the Davis and Elkins 






College, if you ’ll forgive and forget.” 
‘‘No. Ought I vote for Pop-in-law or cast my slip for 
Theodore ? 


Pop-in-law ’s a Democrat. Hence, I ’m not 
for—’ 
‘«Stevie, hear me! 
to all the south-land. 
I’1i—” 
‘*No use, Pop-in-law. 
that ’s flat. 
‘*Stephen, I’ll do more than that, if you ’ll only be 
reconciled, and permit a Jacksonian to stay in the 
I'll sell you some of my best coal and timber 


I ‘ll donate libraries in your name 
I ‘ll start an Elkins hero fund. 


Hence, I’m not for Aim, 


’ 


But, though Democratic, he —’ 


family. 

land for just what it cost me: $1.25 an acre 

At this, for the first time, the stocky, thickset man ceased hammering on 

his fingers. Producing deliberately from an inner 

pocket a pad and pencil, he beckoned to the brakeman- 

candidate. | 

‘*Come hither, Pop-in-law,”’ he said, his 
‘*Just jot that 
I reckon I’m 


” 






manner strangely altered. 
down and sign it, will you. 
reconciled.” 


7 7 


I was witness to no transaction. They 
left the clearing at once, and when they re- 
appeared they were facing each other on the 
back of a West Virginia mule. Judging 
from their gestures, they were arguing about 
something, and I caught, or thought I did, the three words Pop-in-law, 
Promised and Notary Public. 
real estate transfers in Wheeling papers. 


For further particulars, if there are any, see 


Arthur H. Folwell. 



























































THE Heroic SUMMER HERO. 
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J.OTTMANN LITH. CO. PUCK'BLOG. N.Y. 


NDIDHES FOR THE HERO FUND. 














































THE CHICKEN COUNTERS. 


OTHER WRITES. She’s in the big prize story competition 

In Anybody’s Magazine. Her story, ‘Ellen's Eyes,” 
Is just the right length, and meets each and every 
condition.” 

There is n’t any doubt of it—she’s sure to win the prize. 


Mother ’s laid the money out on Johnny’s education. 

She ’s undecided yet between Columbia and Yale; 

But she’s written on for catalogues and other information, 

And she’s looking for the prize check now in almost any mail. 
Sister writes. She’s in the Jollicr’s Weekly competition. 

First prize, five thousand dollars, and it ’s just as good as won. 
Sister has arranged to quit her typewritist ‘ position” ~ 
And take a trip to Europe when the postman brings the ‘‘mun.”’ 4 | 


Brother writes. 
Brother says. 

Thinks he may do Europe, too—he really ought to ‘‘do”’ it. 

But father says: ‘‘ Why don’t you put the money into stocks? ”’ 


He’s in the AXed Cat contest. ‘‘ Nothing to it,”’ 
He’s ‘‘yot the others beat a dozen blocks.” 








Father does n’t write. He says he’s too all-fired busy 

Buying stamps and mailing things for mother, Will and Jean; 
But he says he’s got a story with a plot to make you dizzy, 

And a heap sight better than he’s read in any magazine. 


All the world is scribbling, a million pens are scratching, 
Turning out prize stories and loading up the mail. 

Coops of chickens counted long before their time for hatching. 
Everybody ’s writing, and none expects to fail. 


Our Own Prize Story Contest. 


Not to be outdone in enterprise or generosity by Jo/lier's Weekly, the 
Ladies’ Own Journal, the Red Cat, and other periodicals that are stocking up 





PUCK 


on manuscripts and encouraging budding genius through prize story contests, 
‘‘Reading Sauce”’ offers 


ONE MILLION DOLLARS 


for the first story sent in before Oct. 1 which meets the conditions printed 
below. 


I.— Stories must not exceed 150,000 words nor fall short of 1,500. Between 1,700 
and 40,000 is the preferred length. 

II.— Every author must be a naturalized American citizen, or must have applied 
for his naturalization papers before close of contest. 

III. — Stories may be in any language that is decent ; but, considering the make- 
up of the distinguished jury, special attention will be given to manuscripts in Rus- 
sian and Japanese. Stories may also be on any theme, excepting love, adventure, 
mystery, war, business and the sex problem. Stories having trigonometry for a 
theme are especially desired. 

IV.—All manuscripts must be handwritten on both sides of the paper, and sent 
rolled. Special consideration will be given to manuscripts received in mailing tubes. 

V.— Manuscripts must be unsigned, but accompanied by a plain sealed 
envelope containing a photograph of the author, a lock of his 
hair, and a few Bertillon measurements for purposes of 

identification. 


The Judges. 


The judges will be the Czar of Russia and the Mikado 
of Japan, who have kindly consented to stop their war for 
thirty days and read the manuscripts. In case of a dead- 
lock President Roosevelt and Emperor William have kindly 
requested to act as arbitrators. 

We reserve the right to purchase all manuscripts other 
than the prize winner at the rate of 2% cents per pound. 

The right to reject all manuscripts is also reserved. 
IMPORTANT. — Every manuscript must be accompanied 

by a certified check for $500, to pay jury expenses, and a 

stamped envelope for the return of the manuscript. No 
checks will be returned. 

Professional writers competing will be started at the 
scratch. Amateurs will be allowed ten yards start of the 
jury. 





England went broke buying the new Encyclopedia 
Brittanica. As aresult the spring book season 
was one of the most disastrous on record. 






7. 

We are compiling a list of the jl 

Hundred Worst Books—worst, not in ~ 

our private opinion, but in the opinion 

of the reading public. What is the 
worst book you ever read ? 


Bert Leston Taylor. 





NO NOVELTY. 


‘‘Over there, ladies and gentlemen, 
the guide, to the party of Personally 
Conducteds, ‘‘are the famous mud 
baths of —” 

‘‘Don’t interest me!” said the 
gentleman from U. S. A., indiffer- 
ently. ‘I’ve run for office too 
many times at home.” 


” said 














A YOUNG DIPLOMAT. 


si M* CoBWIGGER.— Come out of 
that closet at once. 

E.sizt.— Oh, Mama! 

playing house. 

Mrs. CopwiGGerR.— But you haven’t room to play 

house there. 

Esie.— Well, then, I ’ll play flat. 


I’m just 


WORDS. 


BS Nae art a man of few words, Sir Harold.” 

The knight bowed stiffly. Lady Constance bit 
her lip in vexation; tears sprang to her eyes, and into 
these, after a brief struggle, she burst. 

“Tt is mean and ungenerous of you, in a serial, where 
there have to be at least six hundred thousand words!” 
she protested, between her sobs. 


RUTH, crushed to earth, will rise again, although the men who 
have gone down with it may not be in a condition to get up. 







IDENTIFIED. 


‘*Pa, what is repartee ?”’ 
‘*Oh, merely an insult with its dress-suit on, my son.” 




















Is Just This: 


Barley—selected by a partner in our concern— 
from the best barley that grows. And we 


malt it ourselves. 


Hops—brought in large part from Bohemia— 
selected by our buyers from the finest hops 
in the world. 


Water—from six artesian wells bored 1400 feet 
to rock. 


Just a food and a tonic—brewed with the extreme 
of cleanliness—cooled in filtered air—sterilized 
in the bottle after the bottle is sealed. 


It is one of the best things in the world for you. 


Schlitz beer is pure, because our process is cleanly, 
and because the beer is filtered, then Pasteurized. 


It does not ferment on the stomach, because it is 
aged—aged for months in refrigerating rooms 
before it is marketed. 


~Tt is a health drink without germs in it. 


It gives you beer without biliousness. Ask your 
doctor what he thinks about drinking Schlitz 
beer. Ask for the brewery bottling. 











- The Beer That Made Milwaukee Famous So) 











Best of Ingredients 
Best of Brewing 


Any Dealer Anywhere Any Place. 






Best of Bottling 


— therein lie the secret of its excellence, 


WILSON 


WHISKEY 


THAT’S ALL! 











NEVER look absent-minded when a woman tells her troubles, if you want 
to remain friends.— Atchison Globe. 
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EASY RUNNING. 


GLADYS (sighing).— Oh, dear, he has n’t proposed yet ! 
ETHEL.—Well, what can you expect of a chap who never runs his 
‘‘auto”’ over ten miles an hour? 





Bitters that benefit mind and body: Abbott's 
Angostura build up wasted tissue, brighten up the 
mental, and make new men and women. 


Tue Lucky Mav. 


“You had your summer trip, of course.” 
“Well, not that I remember. 
For I ’m the lad who said he’d wait 
And go in fair September.” 
—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


THE Worst Sort. 


“He’s got the most self-conceited, 
superior airs about him.” 

“Of course. He’s a New Yorker.” 

“ But he’s the worst of all the New 
Yorkers I ever met,” 

‘“‘ Yes, he only moved there recently 
from Hoboken. — Catholic Standard 
and Times. 


A MAN would rather do almost any- 
thing than drop his cane or the cigar 
that he is holding, when a girl is look- 
ing at him.— Somerville Journal. 


You get ‘‘face 
value” every time 
you buy Williams’ 
Shaving Soap. 

Willams’ Shaving Sticks and Tablets sold every- 


where. Free trial sample for 2-cent stamp to pay 
postage. Write for booklet, ‘‘ How to Shave.’’ 


The J. B. Williams Co., Glastonbury, Conn. 











BORATED 
TALCUM 














HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32%, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
BRANCH WaRkBOUSE : 20 Beekman Street } new Tors. 
All kinds of Paper mailie to order. 












SERVED EVERYWHERE 
























Our Patent Covers for Filing Puck are 


SIMPLE, 
STRONG and 
EASILY 


used. They preserve the copies in 
Lf Puck ts worth buy- 


ing, it is worth preserving. Price, 


perfect shape. 
75 cents each; by mail, $1.00. U.S. 
Postage Stamps taken. 


Address: 
PUCK, New York. 























A CRUEL BLow. 


“Did she return your affection ?” 
“Yes; unopened.” — Detroit Free 


Press. 


As AN INVESTMENT. 


“ Yes, he sent her four dollars’-worth 
| of violets.” 
“ But can he afford it ?” 
“Oh, I guess so. 
a million.”— Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Hicks.— He has n’t been in Wall 
street long, but he seems to be quite 


WATER. 


at home there. 


Wicks.— Yes, he takes to stock- 
jobbing like a duck. 
Hicks.— You mean ‘like a duck to 


water.’ 


Wicks.— Yes, but why be tauto- 
logical ? — Cath. Standard and Times. 


In really happy married life, the 
husband tells the wife everything and 
the wife tells the husband everything H 
that he really wants to hear. — Somer-| | Qauiese pot 

2 


ville Journal. 


She ’s worth half 


At r 
club ox dealer’ 


The 


Egyptian 
Cigarette 
of Quality 
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AROMATIC DELICACY— 
MILDNESS — PURITY 
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Hot Springs, Ark. Atlanta, Ga. -» hee North Conway, N. H. Pertiand, Ore. 
Los Cal. I White i. ¥. RL 
ae ee ; t, 1 St. Louis, Mo., ~ a coon B- 
170 et a Des Roulder, Mont. Palledelphla, Pa., 
: come 86ERYE get 
11 N. Capitol St. Lexington, Mass. Ave. Ave. Torento, 


ALL CORRESPONDENCE CONFIDENTIAL 


for Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been 
skilfully and successfully administered by 
medical specialists for the past 25 years. 
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New York to Buffalo, via NEW YORK CENTRAL — Finest One-Day Railroad Ride in the Worl. 
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Will YOU be too late? An applicant 
for a hundred thousand dollars was 
recently rejected by the medical direct- 
ors. He had waited to make application, 
till it was too late. 
Better fix up your application today. 


THE PRUDENTIAL 


Insurance Co. of America 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, 


President. 


Home Office: 


NEWARK, N. J. 
Write for Application Blank—No Charge 













“VISIT THE 
PRUDENTIAL’S EXHIBIT, 
PALACE OF EDUCATION, 

WORLD'S FAIR, ST. LOUIS.” 
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HOTEL SEVILLE 








R. R. Stations. 


SINGLE ROOMS or 


Transient Rates from $1.50 
With Bath, $2.00 per 








Madison Ave. and 29th St., N. Y. 


In Shopping and Theatre District; Yet 
Located for Quiet and Ease. Near 
Crosstown Cars con- 
necting with all Ferries pass the door. 


SUITES, 


Furnished or Unfurnished. 


| 4 day ; 


EDWARD PURCHAS, Mgr. 


























A CLOSE CALL. 


THE RasBBit.—I had a narrow escape from being killed by an 


amateur sportsman to-day. 


THE Crousr.—Was he such a good shot ? 
THE Rapsit.—No; but when the gun kicked it knocked him over 


and he almost sat on me. 


Digestion’ 8 greatest aid— Abbott's Angostura Bit- 
before and after — meal gives 
appetite and helps digestion. — Abbott's 


ters. 


much about love affairs. 


A “nip’ 


COLLEGE GIRL. 


ERNIE.— Papa may be very bright in business, but I don’t think he knows 
He asked if my George was a good provider. 


Eva.— And is he, dear? 


ERNIE.— Certainly. 
and matinee tickets for the last two years. 


Columbus Dispatch. 














(H. HEWITT’S PATENT ) 
Suitable for writing in every position ; 
glide over any paper; fever 


scratch nor spurt. 


Made of the finest Sheffield rolled steel, BALL- 
POINTED Pens are more durable, and are 
ahead of all others FOR EASY WRITING. 


Assorted sample box of 24 pens for M% cents. 
H. Bainbridge & Co., 99 William St., New York, 


AND ALL STATIONERS. 


FEDERATION 
HOLDER 


ON & GLASS 
LONDON 











Why, he’s been providing me with novels, chocolates 





Pa did n’t seem pleased, though.— 


GussiE.— What is genius, anyway ? 

GERTRUDE.— To my mind, it con- 
sists in always having clothes that fit.— 
Detroit Free Press. 


THE MAN who tries his best to live up 
to some good woman’s ideal of him may 
never be great, but he is bound to be a 
pretty good citizen before he dies.— 
Somerville Journal. 
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Puck’s 
Original 
Drawings 


Qe = 


The Original Drawing of any Illustration 
in PUCK may 


who desire 


be bought by persons 


A Fine Birthday Present. 
A Suitable Euchre Party Prize. 


An Appropriate Picture for the Parlor, 
Library or “Den.” 


Or who wish to use them for decorative 
purposes generally. 

Price, Size and Character of Drawing 
will be sent on application. 

Give number of PUCK and Page, and 


address 
| PUCK, NEW YORK. 














LITTLE Boy. — Sister says she’s never 
going to marry anyone that ’s in trade, 
She says she ’s going to marry a profes- 
sional man. 

OLp Lapy.— Well, it won’t matter. The 
little dear never did have much appetite, 
any way.— ew York Weekly. 





not only gives a high, glowing,dur- 
able pol tisk t 


to all metals, but the polish 


Bar Keepers Friend 


dasts, it wilishine on)! It benefits all metals, 

‘wood while cleanin oem. 4 1 lb box. For sale by drug 
ers. ante, stamp for — to G 

Washington St., Indianapolis, 











BOKER’S 


BITTERS 


Antidyspeptic. A tonic, an appetizer and a delicacy in mixed drinks. 











ACCURATELY INFORMED. 
“The mosquito must be a highly intelligent animal,” said the man who 


says foolish things. 


“What makes you think so ?” 
“If he could n’t read and write, how could he manage to pick out all the 


summer resorts so accurately ?” — 


Washington Star. 





Dip n’T 


Cc ARE 


FOR te. 


“When the grocer handed me the breakfast food he grinned and said it 
was the most perfect product of the most worthless part of the grain.” 


“What did you do?” 


“T handed it back and told him he need n’t give me any of his chaff.”— 


Cleveland Plain Dealer. 








“LIGHTWEIGHT” PRESIDENT SUSPENDERS 


mean freedom in 


THE C. 





breathing. Weigh 20z. Any store 50c 


and $1.00 postpaid for choicest patterns. 
A. EDGARTON MF6. ©0., Box 809, Shirley, Mass. 





SPEED. ; 
I found the motorman an intelligent and courteous fellow. 


ee 7 
“Would you like to drive a car at the rate of a hundred miles an hour?” D | o®) an 
I asked. 0 0 4 of 
“Not unless I were passing people who were signalling me to stop,” he 
replied.— Detroit Free Press. | 7 IS‘ 


A MEAN Man Founp Ovt. 
“Does your husband ever tell you that he thinks you are beautiful ?” 


“Yes, but I ’ve noticed that it is always when I have on an old dress or a pty =e knows, Mnews ag ‘eos. scnastvey, Ghee . 
7 , 17° : ~ stimulant. verybody who knows “I. W. .’ knows the 
cheap hat.”— Chicago Ree ord- Her ald. best whiskey — for beverage, stimulant or other medicinal use. 


Sold by leading dealers everywhere. 
BERNHEIM DISTILLING CO., Louisville, Ky. 


“Don’r brag because you happens to be a little lucky,” said Uncle Eben. 
“If de hen would n’t cackle so loud about de egg she done laid, de white folks 
would n’t be so li’ble to rob de nes’.”— Washington Star, 

















Oi’d pension him fer loife! 
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«_ BOTTLED IN BOND ¥ 2 Mrs. CAsSEY.— Sure, th’ goat has ate all av Maggie’s piano-music! 
zZ AT THE DISTILLERY, BROAD FORD,PA.U.S.A ® Mr. CasEY.—Thank th’ lard! Now, if he’d only ate th’ pianny, 
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SUDDEN THOUGHT. 

















Mrs. WapBasH.— I see by the paper that some man is advertising for two 








good broken hounds. 
Mr. WaBASH.— Well? 


_ “Vou weren’t always such an early Mrs. WaBAsH.— You don’t suppose, do you, that we could sell him that 
: _ Pe d Mr. Blige “B broken delft dog that used to be on the mantel in the parlor,-and that Mary 
No, neg the - —— ut broke last week ? — Somerville Journal. 
out where I live now you ’ve got to 


Pears’ Soap is made in a et up early to wake other people with 
Pp get up early P 


clean, stn-flooded factory; the lawn-mower instead of being dis-. ; Nor For THEM. 
turbed yourself.” — Washington Star. “These cards is wore out,” complained the old bos’n in Snug Harbor; 


WHERE THE CONFLICT RAGEs. 








then » ored vd full 2p nat maig “why don’t ye git a new deck? Ye kin buy a good one fur a quarter.” 
dry, airy place, before com- You hear the comment occasionally “We ’re only plain sailors,” replied the gunner’s mate, “so the quarter- 
ing to you. when there is a robbery, that the thief deck ’s too rich fur our blood.” — Philadelphia Ledger. 
Is it such a wonder it did n’t get enough to make it pay. A 
lasts so long? thief never gets enough to make it WHEN a wornan travels, she does n’t get much enjoyment out of it, through 
Established in 178 pay.— Atchison Globe. watching her things, to see that no one steals them.— Afchison Globe. 











Bunner’s Short. Stories 


SHORT SIXES THE RUNAWAY BROWNS 





They will delight all sorts and conditions of Will bring more than one hearty laugh even 
readers. — Pittsburgh Dispatch. from those unused to smile. —N., P @& S. Bulletin. 
_ Though the creations are de Maupassant’s the style You smile over their delicious absurdities, per- 
is Bunner’s, and we are well acquainted with that haps, but never roar because they are ‘awfully 
quaint humor and originality.—/etroit Free Press. funny.” — Boston Times. 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE 


Mr. Bunner in the present volume writes in his most happy mood.— Boston Times. 


Five Volumes in Paper, - $2.50) or separately ie Volume, in Paper, . $0.50 
“s “6 in Cloth, - - $§.00 as follows: ‘6 ‘6 in Cloth, - - 1.00 


For sale by all Booksellers, 
or by mail from the Publishers on receipt of price. Address: PUCK, New York. 





H. C. BUNNER. 
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RED TOP RYE 


GOOD WHISKEY 


Its up to YOU 








GOODWIN’S PEACHES. 


HE LATE Senator Alexander T. Goodwin of Utica, N. Y., left behind him the 
T reputation of never having been too tired nor too ill to give or take a joke. 
During his last illness, a relative knowing the Senator’s extreme fondness for 
brandied peaches, sent to his sick room a small jar of that most delicious pre- 
serve. A few days later the relative called and was admitted to the sick room. 
Quickly turning on his pillow, and without giving his caller time to extend the 
usual formalities, the sick man exclaimed: 

“My dear Louise, how can I ever thank you for those delicious brandied 
peaches?” 

“T thought you would appreciate them, Alexander,” returned the caller, 
modestly. 

“Ah, yes! ah, yes,” he assented, with a smile and, as the smile broadened 


and finally broke into a chuckle which seemed almost noisy in the hush of the | 
sick room, added, “and how much more I appreciated the spirit in which they 


were sent.” 





W.L. DOUGLAS 
UNION FOR 
YW. Le on 50 SHOES | sn. 

> le las is more men’s 

$3.50 shoes than any other manufacturer 

In . The reason W. L. Douglas $3.50 shoes 

are the greatest sellers in the world is because of 

their excellent style, easy fitting and superior wearing 
ee. 1f Icould show you the difference between 
he shoes made in my factory and those of other 
makes and the hi ee leathers used, you would 
understand wh . L. Douglas $3.50 shoes cost more 
to make, why t ey hold their shape, fit better, wear 
longer, and are of greater intrinsic value than any 
other $3.50 shoe on the market to-day, and why the 
sales for the year ending July 1, 1904, were 


‘$6,263,040.00. 


W. L. Douglas guarantees their value by stamping 
his name and price on the bottom. Look for it— 
take no substitute. Sold by shoe dealers everywhere. 
Fast Color Eyelets used exclusively. 


“AS GOOD AS $7.00 SHOES.” 
“Heretofore I have been wearing 87.00 shoes. I purchased a 
: pair of W. L. Douglas 83.50 shoes, which I have worn every day 
] for four months. They are so satisfactory I do not intend to return to the 
more expensive shoes.” WM.GRAY KNOWLES, Asst. City Solicitor, Phila. 






Send for Catalogue giving full 


W. L. Douglas uses Corona Coltskin in 
instructions how to order by mail. 








his $3.50 shoes. Corona Colt is conceded 
to be the finest Patent Leather made. W.L. Douglas, Brockton, Mass. 
INDEFINITE. 
“You think Bro’r Jinkins went to 


Copies of glory >” 


“Well, it ’s accordin’ to how high 
GA the mule kicked him.” — AW/anta Con- 
e 
e 
Mid-Summer 


stitution, 
Puck 


with Supplement 


Puck's 
Summer 


Girl 


can be had at this office at 
10 cents per copy 








A SENSIBLE Fap. 

Mrs. MuLuHOooLy.— An’ phwat is 
your daughter doin’ now, Mrs. Mul- 
cahey? 

Mrs. MutcaHEy.—Oh, she’s tak- 
in’ up the housekeepin’ fad, an’ is liv- 
in’ out at sarvice.—Mew York Weekly. 





On! 


“Don’t worry about your son. 
Every boy must sow his wild oats, you 
know.” é 

“Gracious, it ’s worse than that. 
He’s in love with a grass widow.” — 
Chicago Record-Herald. 





FINGER OF SCORN. 


SHE (reading).—She folded her 
arms and looked the very picture of 
scorn. 

He.— How unusual ! 

SHE.— Why, pray ? 

He.—Scorn is always represented 
as pointing her finger at something or 
somebody.— Columbus Dispatch. 





Address 
PUCK, New S ork 














“GOUT & RHEUMATIS 


ARE you slow to catch on? Cana 
man fool you when all the rest of the 
people know him to be a fakir ?— 
Atchison Globe. 
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“Ask for 
Trimble Whiskey 
High Ball 
The best of all.” 





Green Pabel. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS. 








WHERE Money TALKs. 
BinkerS.— Look at that shabby 
millionaire. You can’t judge a man 
by his dress. 
WinkERs.— No, but you can judge 
him by his wife’s.\— Mew York Weekly. 








Papa’s FRANKNESS. 

“What would you think if your 
daughter were to elope?” 

“T ’d think,” replied the discour- 
|aged old man, “that somebody had 
| been stringin’ the fellow concernin’ the 
|amount of money I ’m worth.” —C/i- 
cago Record-Herald. 


OUT TO-DAY 





Contains more than 





200 Illustrations 
by Puck’s staff 
== of artists. 


SHy Leap YEAR Main. 
“Yes,” said the egotistical youth. “I 
have been called a mechanical genius.” 
“What ’s a mechanical genius?” 
asked the innocent girl. 
“One who can make almost any- 


Price, 25 cents per copy. 
All Newsdealers, or by mail from the 
Publishers on receipt of price. 
Address, 


New York. PUCK, 
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from Puck 


Chtllhihitttitt title 


F BRAINS 


IGARS 


Watch a good grocery clerk at work, | =AA ADE AT KEY WEST.— 


and then watch a poor one. Then, if 

= : = ‘ and Liquor Habit cured in 10 
to 20 days. No ver ul cured: 
Write DR. J. L. STEPHENS CO., 
Dept. I. 1., Lebanon, Ohia 


you can, say all men are equal.— 
Atchison Globe. 

IS NOW ON 
IN EARNEST 


NZ 


thing.” AMMO 
“Oh, how lovely!” ‘she exclaimed. 

“And could you make me a pro- FOR g MEN 

posal ?” — Columbus Dispatch. 




















6h4e Campaign 
KEEP IN TOUCH WITH IT 
BY SUBSCRIBING FOR PUC kK 


THE NATIONAL CARTOON WEEKLY 


Send ONE DOLLAR 


and we will mail you 


PUCK from now until 
after Election Day 























Address THE PUBLISHERS OF PUCK 
PUCK BUILDING, NEW YORK 
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T. I. 
‘‘He has fooled us all so often,” whispered Dackel’s roguish brothers, ‘‘Take it easy —do not wake him— hold it steady — that s the way; 
‘That it’s up to us to show him there are others. Hurry up, for here comes master with his tray. 
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III. IV. 


‘*T invite you, chums,” said Hans, ‘‘to tea. That stool, sir, if you please. ‘«Where has Dackel gone, I wonder —”’ and the brothers shook with glee — 
It is charming here, there ’s such a cooling breeze. ‘*Dackel! Dackel!’? Hans commanded, ‘‘come to tea!” 
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V. VI. 
Then he came, did guileless Dackel, with a guileless face in keeping. “‘T 've attended teas of pink,” he sobbed, ‘‘and I’ve heard of green tea, too; 
‘*Did you call me?” he inquired. ‘I was sleeping. ‘*But, alas! I fear, me ¢Ais one’s black and blue.” 


HANS AND HIS CHUMS. 


